Deja Voodoo head west across 
Canada in July and August, playing 14 
shows in a month to support their Too 
Cool to Live, Too Smart to Die mini- 
album, and have some fun besides. 

After ahometown showat Montreal’s 
Rising Sun July 19, the demonic duo 
bring live sludgeabilly to Winnipeg 
(July 24), Regina (25), Saskatoon (26), 
Edmonton (27), Victoria (29), Vancou- 
ver (30,31), Calgary (August 2,3), 
Lethbridge (4), Toronto (10), and 
Montreal’s Station Ten (16,17). All 
shows are headliners, except in Toronto 


where the band will open for former 
Gun Clubber Jeffrey Lee Pierce at 
Larry’s. 

The tour is a low-budget affair, with 
the band getting to shows by Grey- 
hound bus. On previous western tours, 
Deja Voodoo have travelled by plane or 
in the now-defunct 1959 Edsel they 
dubbed the Sludgemobile. 

By the end of this tour, Deja Voodoo 
will have crossed Canada five times, 
travelling over 50,000 miles (81,000 km) 
by car, bus, subway, taxi, train, plane, 
and boat. 


Jerry Jerry bop LP 
finally to be issued 


Edmonton rockabilly band Jerry 
Jerry.and the Sons of Rhythm Orches- 
tra’s first album, Road Gore: The Band 
that Drank too Much, is out August 12 
on the Og label. 

The LP’s 13 songs are mostly Jim 
Beam-fuelled rockabilly, with heavy 
doses of country, gospel, blues, surf, 
garage punk, and 50s pop. 

Lyrics reflect the band’s likes (Jesus, 
America, boppin’) and dislikes (socia!- 
ism) paper Money), with s5ng titles 


including “Gospel Surfer,” “Livin’ on 
Top (of the USA),” “Rancher King,” 
and “Judgement Date.” 

Jerry Jerry and the Sons of Rhythm 
Orchestra have already played across 
western Canada, and plan their first 
trip east for September. 

Road Gore: The Band that Drank too 
Much, ftike other Og releases, can be 
found at all cool stores or by writing Og 
Music. Box182. Station F, ‘Montreat 


“H3J 2L1, Canada. 


Deja Voodoo movie 
needs noise added 


Sludgeabilly Monsters from Outer 
Space, the B-movie short featuring 
Deja Voodoo, is stil] “almost finished.” 

Editing has been completed, but the 
band still has to dub in songs and as- 
out-of-sync-as-possible dialogue. 
Thanks to a busy touring schedule, 
that probably will not be until August. 
A sixth song is being added to the film 


over the closing credits, probably “Bo 
Didiey’s Cat.” 

In related news, Deja Voodoo have 
copped out on their vow to never make 
a horrible commercial rock video, and 
will be making .a semi-horrible semi- 
commercial video for “The House of 
Dr. Stimuli” in August. 


We're #37 ! 


Deja Voodoo’s Too Cool to Live, Too Smart to Die mini-LP has reached #31 on 
U.S. Rock’s |ndependent chart. The Boston-based magazine’s chart measures 
sales of independently-distributed records across the United States. Other 
bands within 10 positions of Deja Voodoo during May and June included the 
Beastie Boys, Minutemen, Butthole Surfers, JFA, Leonard Cohen, and Peter, 


Paul and Mary. 


Too Cool tour poster ! 
Big Live photos ! 


Stuff ! 
Things ! 
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Got a tombstone head and an @ 


artichoke heart... 
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now's a good time to start. 
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I’m gonna live 5,000 years. 


STUFF 


& THINGS 


It’s hot in here. I’m typing this in the 
new Official Deja Voodoo/Og Music 
office, a 7 x 10 room with no windows, 
just a skylight that won't open. The sun 
is beating down through the skylight. 
Soon we'll be on tour in the prairies, 
where it’s probably even hotter. Then 
Lethbridge. They’ve got rattlesnakes 
there. Why did | ever decide it'd be cool 
to wear a black wool suit on stage? 

Sorry. I’m okay now. Welcome to 
stuff and things again. It’s not easy 
being cool, but it helps when other 
people dig it too. Large thanks this 
time to John Peel for playing “Cheese 
& Crackers” on the BBC, to Andrea 
‘Enthal for playing us on (117,000- 
watt!) KPFK in southern California and 
writing us up in Spin, and to all the 
Canadian college radio folks who're 
playing us and Terminal Sunglasses 
and who made us welcome at their 
convention in May. 

Extra big thanks to everyone who's 
played us, reviewed us, or just talked 
about us without comparing us to the 
Cramps. Okay, we do sound a bit like 
‘em, except for the drums, guitar, vocal, 
music, lyrics, number of musicians, 
attitude, and age. 


by Gerard Van Herk 


| know we said we’d never act like a 
horrible real rock band and have t- 
shirts and videos and stuff, but so many 
people asked us for ‘em both that we 
gave in (honest!). We wanted some- 
thing cooler than t-shirts, like stretch 
socks, but they were too much work. 


The video should be fun. It’s going to: 


be sort of a cross between The Cabinet 
of Dr. Caligari, The Flintstones, and 
Abbott and Costello Meet Franken- 
Stein. Everything in it’s made out of 
cardboard, see, and...never mind. 
We're really busy the next little while: 
we gig almost non-stop till mid-August, 
then we do the video, finish the film, 
and start setting up a bunch of gigs for 
the fall including, if things go well, stuff 
in the U.S. and Europe. If you live 
anywhere near Montreal, look out for 
our first annual Deja Voodo Barbecue 
in the fall: at least three bands, free 
burgers, stuff and things. We're trying 


to set up an all-ages show and an 
alcoholic one. 


Live at Club Soda, Montreal, April 1985. Photo: Drew Duncan 


Lots of people have written in asking 
for our stamps, so you can stop now 
"cause we've given ’em away. We'll have 
a bunch more in six months or so, | 
guess. 


On the Montreal scene, My Dog 
Popper have “reunited” after an ab- 
sence of about two months. They have 
a great cassette/fanzine out, and re- 
cently played with the Enigmas and 
Nomeansno and some other people 
I’ve forgotten (sorry) in a benefit for a 
new Psyche-Industry compilation. 

Nomeansno and the Enigmas did a 
copule of gigs here and were both 
great. Other western bands in Montreal 
in the past couple of months included 
the Ruggedy Annes, Golden Cailgari- 
ans, and K.D. Lang and the Reclines. 
Annes were the best, K.D. the worst. 
Well, not the worst, but the most AM- 
radio bar bandish. 

Good new Montreal bands to watch 
for include the Gruesomes, an great 
dress-in-black-with-peace-medallions- 
and-play-garage-psych foursome 
named after the Flintstones’ weird 


neighbours. They also have a lot of 
friends who all play in psych bands. 
The only one I've seen is Merrick Trout 
Pact, who are more acid-damaged in 
sound than the Gruesomes but do a 
good “Pushin’ Too Hard.” 

Genetic Control are supposed to 
have broken up, but it may just be a 
trick to get more people to like them. 
Ray Condo & His Hard Rock Goners 
have not broken up. A single is in the 
works (I don’t know what that means. 
I've seen it in newspapers). | saw them 
the other night at an El Salvadoran 
school-basement party. It was cool. 
Good gig, good food. More bands 
should do shows with food at them. It 
makes for a more comfortable show, | 
think — you can’t act distant and Noo 
Waiv when you’ve got chili sauce drib- 
bling down your chin. 


Montreal has a new local label. It’s to 
be called Red Alert and it’s run by one. 
or more of the Doroschuks from Men 
Without Hats. First releases on the label 
are to be mini-LPs by the Nils (who're 
also on the BYO “Something to Believe 


Deja Voodoo Train is published four times 
a year by Og Music, Box 182, Station F, 
Montreal, Quebec H3J 2L1, Canada. Ex- 
cerpts may be reprinted without further 
permission as long as the source is cre- 
dited. Subscriptions are free! Write to Og. 


at Club Soda, Montreal, April 1985. Photo: Drew Duncan. 
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The first time | saw Deja Voodoo | knew the horrible truth—I was 
going to be a siludgeabilly monster for the rest of my natural and un- 
natural life. Oh, you can laugh, but | warn you, it’s like becoming a 
pod in Invasion of the Body Snatchers or a zombie in Night of the Liv- 
ing Dead: once the evil sets in, there's no way to resist! Tell your 
children, tell your friends, tell them all, there’s no escape from the 
Sludgeabilly monsters! There are only one-way tickets on the Deja 
Voodoo Train! 

It all started four summers ago. I'd just seen the Jam play a 
miserable gig with zero integrity at a suburban cow palace just 
ouside of Montreal. | left throughly disgusted at Weller, when my 
three companions for the evening suddenly got this strange look in 
their eyes—that vacant look that cuts a hole in your skull. Empty 
razorblade eyes that see right through you, slice you in half. 
“Cooooome with us,” they moaned in a distant drone. “You must see 
the Voooodoooo.” Before | could indulge in my temptation for a sar- 
castic retort, they were clawing at my limbs and clothes, and stuffing 
me into the biggest, blackest Cadillac anybody's ever seen. “Cooome 
to the Voooodoo00o,” they said. | said a quick prayer for to get out 
alive, and then everything went black. 

| awoke in a cramped-but-upscale businessmen’s bar downtown. 
My “companions” had me surrounded in the crush. | was inches away 
from two of the evilest-looking ‘boppers I'd ever seen in my sweet, 
short life. As soon as our eyeballs connected, | felt a sudden twinge 
in my back and a shiver like a worm crawling up my neck. My toes 
turned to cupcakes, my knees to Jell-o, my tongue to stone, and my 
brain to margarine. |! was gone. 

There stood Gerard Van Herk, a 6-foot-4 beanstalk of nervous 
energy. he wore an e/ cheapo imitation guitar with four strings, a vin- 
tage suit, Buddy Holly glasses, and a black plastic bat around his 
neck. (Since replaced by a spider.) Behind a bass drum, three tom- 
toms, and a dead snare was Tony Dewald, covered in black with a 
strand of Caribbean voodoo seeds (that looked like wolf teeth) around 
his neck. 

! felt little clumps of flesh starting to meit and transmogrity all over 
my body! | tried to scream but | couldn’t manage even a whisper! 
Then they started playing... 


Van Herk sang like a mutant hybrid of David Byrne and Johnny 
Cash—quirky and out-of-key, like a tone-deaf moose. His guitar sound 
was thick and mushy, like a hyped-up, distorted rhythmic grind from 
the primordial ooze, cut with the odd 3-note solo. Dewald went 
straight into a pod-like trance (no shit!), slamming out edgy hardcore 
beats, boppin’ Diddley-beats, and hypnotic hoodoo-voodooe to beat all 
“beats howling ofA er arling alone the wry +ceuld feelin teeth qet.— 
ting bigger and sharper! My tongue was starting to sweat! Ciumps of 
hair were breaking out on the back of my hands! | tried to.run, but | 
was legless! “What is happening?!?!!,” | screamed to myself. Then | 
heard their cover versions.... 

They did obscure rockabilly novelties like ‘Long Tall Texan’ and 
‘Eager Beaver Baby.’ They did ‘KillKiliKill’, from a Get Smart episode 
where the Groovy Guru tries to contro! America’s youth by having the 
Sacred Cows play this*song. They did a thoroughly boppin’ version of 


Twistin’ Postman,’ the B-side of that old Marvelettes hit ‘Please Mr. 
Postman.’ They did every song ever written with the key phrase “All 
dressed in black,” including an unrecognizable ‘Waiting for My Man.’ 
My face was turning into rubber! | started to salivate uncontrollably! | 
was legless, tongueless, condemned and resigned to whatever hellish 
fate lay ahead! Then they played their originals... 

‘Sigmund Freud’, a slow and siudgy Trash grind with lyrics like 
“Sigmund Freud/Lived in a void/Where love is sex/And death is 
nasty.” ‘Pyramid,’ a fast shuffle that twists a knife into overachieving 
backs: “What're you trying to do?/What the hell are you trying to pro- 
ve?/Why d’you want to build a py-ra-mid!” ‘Monsters in My Garage,’ a 
monster mash in which Van Herk snarled, snorted, growled, and told 
of a pretty little dead girl who ripped his head off. 

And they did the ‘Lizard!’ their very own dance craze, invented 
when the nervous Van Herk trembled so much on stage that clubs full 
of sludgeabilly monster Voodoo converts claimed it as their own step. 

That was it. The set ended and | suddenly found my legs again—all 
four of ‘em! | growled and made a hunched crawl for the washroom! 
In the mirror was a hairy, snarling beast! The fangs were drooling un- 
controllably, the mane was overlowing, the fingernails were seven in- 
ches long! | reared up my head instinctively and HOWLED! 
“VOOOOODOOO0O00!!!!" | had become a sludgeabilly monster!! 

| crawled out of the washroom and looked around. | was trapped in 
4 club full of hair, fangs and claws! They'd turned all of us into 
siudgeabilly monsters!!!! We howled as one: “VOOODOOOO!!!” 

..And now, whenever they pass through Toronto, | get this wierd 
look in my eyes...that mile-long stare...keep away from me August 10 
at Larry’s...and if you're there, you'd better watch out for yourself! 

Sludgeabilly first crept and crawled forth from the primeval slime in 
Montreal, 1981. The duo’s previous band, the Halftones, were rent 
asunder when their singer quit because he wanted a synthesizer in 
the band. The couple then proceeded to steal everything in ear- 
shot—biues, punk, country, R’n’B and garage rock—to create a 
sludgy gumbo of absolute Trash. Their thievery is bare-faced but they 
do show the proper level of respect and acknowledgement of the 
originals. 

“T'll steal a riff from one song and some stupid lines from another 
and Tony figues out some beats to go with it,” says Gerard. “It all 
comes from years of listening to horrible music. There are only 11 
rock ’n’ roll riffs and six chords, anyway. Everything else becomes too 
complicated, and you have to be smart to appreciate good stupidity.” 

The Voodoo have been compared to the Cramps (because of their 
taste for evil Trash) and Suicide (because they're two guys doing a 


ly) but neither comnarisonis fair.arac- — 


curate. If you can imagine some monster siudge stew of the 
Ramones, Jimmy Reed, Dale Hawkins, Richard Berry, Sam the Sham, 

the Creature from the Black Lagoon, and the Blob, then you're getting 
warm. 

Among their Trash faves: ‘Love Me,’ by the Phantom, ‘Hurt Is All 
You Gave Me,’ by Ike and Tina (huge, evil vocals from Tina, arrogant- 
jerk replies from Ike), ‘Good Rockin’ Daddy’ by Etta James, and ‘Hoy 
Hoy’ by the Collins Kids. Tony, being more into country, also recom- 


mends Hank Williams’ ‘Rootie Tootie’ and anything by Charlie 
Feathers. 

As you'can see, Deja Voodoo are two real gone cats. Paragons of 
Cool, they used to tour our frozen north in a 1959 rose-and-white 
Edsel, which they dubbed The Sludgemobile. But the oft-maligned 
hunk of vintage American Trash died when its Universal joint wore 
out. 

“It’s in our back yard now,” says Gerard. “We took out an ad and 
got some people offering $20,000 for ‘mint condition’ and others go- 
ing (whines) ‘I dunno, $1100 is a lot tor a car, and it’s not even new.’ 
But the way we treated that car, it’s no coddled collector's item.” 
Possible options for the dead Edsel’s future: becoming a museum 
piece; getting sold for scrap; getting blown up in a video; or getting 
driven through the window of a downtown Montreal discotheque. 

Anyway, now the Voodoo tour across the country—and | mean 
months-long jaunts across the whole country, from Victoria to 
Halitax—via the more modern but less cool services of Greyhound 
Bus Lines. (So far, they've logged about 50,000 miles.) 

But as their transport has gotten newer and squarer, their 
musical/lyrical bent has gotten more vintage and hep-er. 

Early tunes like ‘Freud’ and ‘Surfin’ on Mars’ ran to 60's 
psychedelia psychosis. With last year’s debut album, ‘Cemetery,’ they 
expanded into more songs about monsters and vegetables, and into a 
more 50’s-ish boppin’ swing style. They did ‘I Better Think’ about a 
girl who becomes an omnivore (‘Eating food that’s not quite dead”); 
‘If Mashed Potatoes,’ which postulates the consequences of said 
potatoes becoming security guards (“They wouldn't be good at calm- 
ing riots/They’d be good with gravy and peas”); and the title track, 
about a cemetery full of footballers killed in a bus crash (“All the 
pallbearers were cheerleaders"). Gerard got a girlfriend and started 
doing songs about boys and girls (‘1 Wanna Do Things With You’), and 
as they both started listening to older, weirder stuff, their sound head- 
ed there too. 

Their just-released second album, ‘Too Cool To Live, Too Smart To 
Die,’ is even groovier. “We think it’s our evilest record yet,” says 
Tony. “We recorded it in mono, direct to 2-track,” says Gerard. “It 
cost $27 and three hours worth of time,” adds Tony. “And we used a 
new German metal mastering process so it's louder and liver,” pipes 
in Gerard. 

“And even real radio stations are playing it.” Including John Peel 
on the BBC, CHOM-FM in Montreal, (CHUM’s sister), and the most 
powerful radio station in the U.S., whose call letters | can’t recall. (On 
Andrea Enth’al’s show.) 

The album is on a new label, Midnight Records, which handles a Jot 
of retrograde psychedelia, and loads of cool stutf out-of New York. 
It’s a lot shorter than the first record, but not a beat is wasted. The ti- 
tle track is a brilliant rave-up about the-dilemma raised by that vin- 
tage line, “Hope | die before | get old.” It has fine couplets like “Got 
@ tombstone mind and an artichoke heart/It you're not afraid of dying 
now’s a good time to start.” 

Then there's ‘Bo Diddley’s Cat,’ with the “shave-and-haircut, two 
bits” rhythm. And how did this boppin’ little tabby come to be immor- 
talized in song? 
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Then there’s the ‘House of Dr. Stimuli,’ a bopper about a place with 
skeletons, little green men, and mounties pickled in jars, where you 
can “put things in your nose and drink until you’re blind.” 

“It’s a real place, in (Quebec’s) Eastern Townships,” explains 
Gerard. “It’s where people go to buy illicit drugs, and it really is call- 
ed that. No judgement, it’s just a song about people getting really 


younger brother has.” 

Other hits: The 47-second ‘Bugs for Christmas,’ an acoustic tune 
called ‘Gotta Have Money,’ which may be the best thing—and is cer- 
tainly the coolest—performed on the subject since the old Motown 
chestnut. And a cover version of Rosco Gordon’s legendary ‘Cheese 
And Crackers,’ from which this very column gets its name! 

The Voodoo run their own record label, Og, which provides 
something of an outlet for the Montreal underground, however 
unintentionally. 

“We just put out stuff that we like,” says Gerard. “We're not that 
altruistic,” he adds. “Nothing we put out except for Deja Voodoo 
records has profitted us anything,” says Tony. They pay royalties of 

° about a buck an album, or buy the albums from the bands and then 
“Well we found a song called ‘Bo Diddley’s Dog’ on a five album,” | Sell that. 
says Gerard. “ ‘Bo Diddley Beach Party.’ It was done in South As you read this, Og should be about to release Road Gore: The 
Carolina in front of 3000 drunk idiots in '62 or '63.” How does he Band That Drank Too Much by Jerry Jerry and the Sons of Rhythm Or- 
know they were drunk and/or idiotic? “From the strange noises chestra. These boys are worth a howl, if only because the Voodoo in- 
they're making. Anyway, Bo does dog how!s for a couple of minutes. sist that “They're better than us!" Gerard d scribes their music as 
‘Owo0Q00000000h!’ It’s really hot! gospel-country-punk-surfing-garage, loud and drunk. Very, very drunk. 

Our version is sort of about people rippin’ off Bo Diddley. Like, “Bo “They're the hardest-drinking band in Canada,” says Tony. “During 
Diddley’s cat done got loose/Went uptown and got Blue Suede a sound check, they drank six cases of beer, then went home and 
Shoes.” ‘Cause Bo Diddley’s always talkin’ about Elvis having ripped took some drugs, drank some, then came back and drank more cases 
him off. We saw him on Don Harron’s show the other day, and he of beer and an entire bottle of Jim Beam during one song in their set. 
says, ‘Elvis stole everything from me!" And they were smoking copious amounts of dope on stage 

Tony asks, “Have you seen the picture of Bo in this S&M get-up? throughout the set.” According to Tony, the band members like to 
With all the chains...” Before | can howl, Gerard smiles, “Yeah! raise the drummer's cymbal throughout the set, and by evening’s end, 
There’s an album, something to do with ‘Bo Diddley: Roman he has to leap up 12 feet like a basketbal ~* just to hit it! 

Gladiator’ and he’s dressed in leather and spikes, and he’s 50 years Although Voodoo have agreed to do a vue for ‘Dr. Stimuli,’ at the 
old! With the glasses and everything!” We all crack up, laughing as behest of Midnight Records, Gerard really hates the thought. “! don’t 
much with the Diddley Daddy as at him. like bands who make videos. It seems pointless. Video is a promo- 


drunk and stoned and fucked in the head. | haven't been there, but my 


tional tool for people who watch MuchMusic.” 

“They're the kind of people we don’t want to get,”’ adds 
Tony. They have a different criteria for judging things. And video is 
ouside of the garage realm, too.” 

But they've just completed a 12-minute black-and-white movie call- 
ed, get ready...Sludgeabilly Monsters From Outer Space. /'// let Gerard 
tell you about it: 

“Th 2se radio and TV waves from 1950's Earth go out into space. 
They k. 2p going and going until they hit this faraway planet and 
these (0. terspace) people pick it up. And they form this image of 
Earth based on hearing Elvis on the radio and watching Ed Sullivan 
and the Honeymooners. 

“They build these two creatures—that’s us!—to go down to Earth 
and find Elvis and bring him back. We land, and by the time we get 
here it's 1985, but we don’t realize the passage of time. So we go 
places lookin’ for Elvis. 

“We go to a party and end up playing. And the bouncer picks a 
fight with us—‘I thought you were a little flat in the 14th bar.’ So! 
take out my handy Earth prase book and say ‘Fuck you’ to him. he 
takes a swing at me, | take a swing at him, and pretty soon we start 
to fight all over the apartment.” 

And one Jason Lebeuf, formerly a U.S. Marine, volunteered himself 
as a stuntman for the fight scene. 

“He did a 3-story fall out of a window twice!,” laughs Tony. “Once 
for the film, and once just for fun,” he explains, cracking up. 

The soundtrack will include ‘Big Scary Daddy,’ ‘Dr. Stimuli,’ ‘Too 
Cool To Live,’ ‘Bugs,’ ‘Bo Diddiey’s Cat,’ and ‘KiliKil/Kill.’ It'll show on 
video prior to gigs at video-equipped venues, and at better film 
festivals everwhere. 

And so do the odd couple of sludgeabilly—the trembling giant with 
the odd, R-less lisp, and the quiet-but-intense bopper in a trance-like 
state—continue to make their sludgy way through a high-tech world 
they never made, turning us all into sludgeabilly monsters as they go. 

Asked to define Trash, they paraphrase zen philosophy, and shout 
out in unison: “The Trash that can be told is not the Eternal Trash!” 
Truer words were never spoken. 


Deja Voodoo & Jerry Jerry 


Sing about 
some Thing 


by Renee Tavascia 

Deep in the sludge belly of us all lurks the desire 
to stick pins. Only the locale is the mystery but 
some of that shadow was removed Friday night in 
PCH. CFRU 93.3 presented Montreal’s silly but sly 
Deja Voodoo and opening swingers Jerry Jerry and 
the Sons of Rhythm Orchestra. The dance floor 
was naked for the first part of Jerry Jerry’s healthy 
set. That soon changed and tentative tip toes 
become wailing cattle runs. 

Of the two bands, quintet Jerry Jerry are the bet- 
ter band - a fact Deja Voodoo humbly admits. Both 
musically and lyrically they cover much past terrain 
that is only now being reworked and rediscovered. 
Jerry Jerry have taken early Buddy Holly, and a 
dash of cheery blues and thrown in everything but 
the proverbial kitchen sink. Deja Voodoo have also 
mined older melodies but they use the kitchen sink 
and all the stuff in the drain too. 


howard druckman====__:. 


Jerry Jerry’s first LP entitled Road Gore was 
well-served with refreshing instrumentation provid- 
ed by thumping guitars rather than the too smooth 
slurp of synthesizers. Their interests include religion 
and the deviations it takes. Songs like ‘‘Hell and 
Back’’ (heli is other people), ‘“Happy Nun’’ and 
‘Livin’ on Top” (a cheeky salute to U.S.A. 
breweries) inspired hallelujuahs from the crowd. 
‘You Make Me Blue’’ was a personal favorite with 
its lament to be ‘‘the drone in your hive’’. ‘‘Dumb 
Love’s” countryish waah waah sounds chided the 
listener as well as almost any country heartache. 
The only thing missing from their set were a few 
more minutes and Tex Ritter - who you wonder? 
Well, get your daddy’s old, torn 45’s and learn a 
thing or two. History has a lot more to tell you than 
you think. 

Deja Voodoo from Montreal feature Gerard Van 
Herk on raucuous rhythm guitar and Tony Dewald 
beating the drums forever. They are a band that 
rarely appealed to me on vinyl but are far better 
translated on stage. They have released two LP’s in- 
cluding the deathly dancy Cemetary and this year’s 
similar morbid morsel Too Cool To Live Too Smart 
To Die. For the most part the melodies are 
monotonous and repetitive. Often on vinyl the 
humour of the songs is a gun that misfires due to 
muddy production and vocal delivery. In concert 
they are still hard to fathom but a lot easier to en- 
joy. Their songs are furious short pieces leaving 


your feet dancing into silence. Yet they work sur- 
prisingly well as a kind of alternative aerobics 
routine. 

Their witty version of the classic country wailer 
**16 Tons‘‘ was just one of several highpoints in 
their two sets. Songs like ‘‘Kill Kill Kill’’ and ‘‘How 
Can I Miss You? (If You Won’t Go Away)’’ were 
greeted with whoopees of recognition by the au- 
dience. At this point the dance floor resembled a 
series of bumper cars vying for highway. The funky 
accoustics of ‘‘Gotta Have Money’’ andthe great 
‘‘House of Dr. Stimuli’* also enjoyed a healthy au- 
dience workout. 


the fans jitter-bugged and ~ 
creepy crawled 


Deja Voodoo for all their monotony (which 
makes a bid for intelligent dullness) really know 
what they are about - wandering. in that sludgy 
drain. As Gerard wandered into the masses with his 
skinny shins the fans jitter-bugged and creepy 
crawled. Even after 1:10 am. the voodoo magic 
could not be contained as the band continued to 
thrash. 

They even had enough oomph left to participate 
in all-night bowlathon with friends Jerry Jerry and 
some anonymous Guelphites. Lucky for them they 
are musicians - gutter balls galore abounded! Now 
go out Voodoo gurus and do the lizard.! 


Too Cool to Live 


Too Smart to Die 
OG Records 


F ROM MONTREAL, LAND OF THE OLYMPIC 
-sized cost overrun, one party municipa 
government, and massive fireworks displays 
comes Deja Voodoo, a band which has nothing 
to do with any of the above. As their name doesn't 
imply, this dynamic duo are the world’s foremost 


purveyors of sludgeabilly. A musical form created 
by taking two (2) (deux) persons (preferably musi- 
cians), having one play the drums and the other 
play guitar whilst making vocal noises into the 
microphone. The sound created might be des- 
cribed as sounding like a.guitar being played 
from the bottom of a lock in the St. Lawrence 
Seaway, backed by a set of drums being played 
by a rhythm loving, caber wielding Scotsman 
from Quebec (or something like that), all topped 
off by a vocal style which might charitably be call- 
ed unique (or honestly labelled as unintelligible, 
even by pop music standards). 

However the fun doesn't stop here (or is it there 
that it doesn’t stop? ...anyway), because this in- 
trepid pair, Gerald Van Herk, guitar and vocals, 
and Tony Dewaid, drums, write songs and (gasps 
of shock from the audience) play them! They play 
them at home, in bars, in clubs, in pubs, in tubs, 
and any other places an audience can be found. 
In one case, however, they played them late at 
night in a studio, in Quebec, in mid-winter. Even 
better someone had the foresight to turn the tape 
deck on. Topping even that though, the good 
folks at Midnight Records (distributors of other 
“Unusual’”’ semi-revivalist acts like Plan 9, the 
Vipers,.Fuzztones, Zantees, Wanktones, etc., 
etc.) decided to distribute the end result, which 
was released by the band’s own Og Records 
label. 


The end result being one of the thinnest, 
shiniest, flattest pieces of vinyl ever extruded by 
any record plant in the free world. This product 
contains all the aforementioned attributes of Deja 
Voodoo with the added bonus of some helpful 
liner notes and song titles. Also, unlike live per- 
formances, you can have the band play again 
and again those selections of which you are are 
particularly fond. This is done by simply lifting 
up the tone arm of your turntable and placing 
(gently now!) on the vinyl of the record and voila! 
music. Depending on where you drop your record 
needle (sorry...place your stylus) you may hear 
the wonderfully garbled “‘The House of Dr. 
Stimuli,” or you may hear the wonderfully garbled 
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“Take Out the Trash,” or you may even hear the 
wonderfully garbled ‘‘Bo Diddley’s Cat.” 

In fact, there simply isn’t a poor cut on this 
eight-track album (i.e. it’s a record with 8 songs 
on it...not one of those unreiiable cassette music 
things). However, as the more astute readers will 
have noticed, this band could be said to be a bit 
formulatic. But, like the nifty sensation you get 
when gishing your bare feet into really thick mud 
(and it oozes up between your toes) experienc- 
ing this record can be a deeply rewarding, and 
even a spiritual experience. ..for the more mature 
and sophisticated audiophiles among you. 

—Pat Carroll 
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P.O. Box 390, Old Chelsea Station, 
New York, NY 10011 


WHEN IN NEW YORK. VISIT OUR STORE!! 

We have New York’s finest rock selection. 255 West 23 St 

phone (212) 675-2768. Open 12 noon to 8:00 pm Mon. thru 

Sat./1-5 pm Sun. You can order the lastest impgrts and 

domestic releases right now with a phone call to Midnight. Call 

us for availability, prices or any info: - 


‘THE LARGEST ROCK COLLECTOR MAIL ORDER OPERATION IN THE WORLD! 
MIDNIGHT IS MAIL ORDER MIDNIGHT IS A LABEL 


THE LATEST IN IMPORTS AND INDIE RELEASES . MIR LP 407 —Plan 9—I've Just Killed A Man, | Don’t Want to See 
Any Meat—Yeah, this is the live LP recorded last fall. One cut 


iT ty 

ALSO, 50’S, R&B, 60’S PUNK & PSYCH — SEND FOR FREE LIST jectutes the: yres”Jeft Conolly on Keybocrctal 

OR $4.00 FOR HUGE CATALOGUE! : MIR LP 408 — WANKTONES — Have A Ball, Yall — Frenzied rockabilly 
from D.C. locals! 
MIR LP 409 — SUBURBAN NIGHTMARE — A Hard Day’s Nightmare — 
A mini Ip of pure hysteria in the same vein as their cut on the 
Midnigfht Xmas Mess comp .. . 
MIR LP 440 — MOD FUN — 90 Wardour Street—Fab mini ip 
somewhere between the Creation and the Jam. . 
MIR LP 444 —MORLOCH’S — Moriochs! —These guys used to be 
the Gravedigger V. A total garage freakout! 
MIR LP 442 —DEJA VOODOO — Too Cool To Live, Too Smart To Die 
—A monster! This Montreal-based duo have a touch of the 
Cramps with a zest of Suicide. 
MIR LP 443 —LUCKY 7 —This combo (ex-Mink Deville, Rockats, 
etc.} come from the Louisiana school of rockabilly —swampy Ca- 
jun accordion and a pounding beat! 


Possibly more, too: Plasticland 7”. 


DEALERS/STORE OWNERS: GREAT SELECTION OF IMPORTS & 2 Screamin’ Jay Hawkins EP. LP. 7”, Tryfles 7”, Undertakers mini LP 
US INDIES — LOADS OF STUFF YOU'LL FIND NOWHERE ELSE! oe 
CALL OR WRITE FOR A WHOLESALE CATALOGUE. 


— 
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In” compilation) and Three O'Clock 
Train. | haven't seen the Nils for a while, 
but the last time | did they were sorta 
hardcoremetalpop, a bit like the Asexu- 
als. I’ve heard the Three O'Clock Train 
tape — it’s country-rock with a real Big 
Pop Production (even some orchestral 
backing!). But they cover “The Devil 


Likes Me” by the Ulterior Motive, who 
were one of the best Montreal bands 
ever, so it’s okay. 

The Condition album is finished (“in 
the can” as we rock stars says) (I don’t 
know what that means, either). | haven’t 
heard it, but Tony says it sounds like 
Sade or something. Then again, | don’t 
think he’s ever heard Sade. Condition’s 
newer stuff has lots of vocals and some 
neat song titles: “Zombie Boogie,” “The 
Creeper,” “Mumbo Jumbo.” The al- 
bum’s due September 1, | think on 


Psyche-Industry. 

| shouldn’t get picky about big 
production values, ‘cause the Jerry 
Jerry and the Sons of Rhythm Orches- 
tra album we're putting out was record- 
ed on 16 tracks and sounds it, too. Alot 
of it sounds like a cross between the 
Blasters and Rank & File. Jerry Jerry’ll 
be playing the east in September, with 
a Montreal show slated for Sept. 6. 

Some local fanzine folks are putting 
together a discography of all Montreal 
alternative-type singles released since 


the beginning of the punk scene here. | 
saw a partial list a few weeks ago, and |! 
was surprised there were so many. I’ve 
only got about six, myself. Anyway, if 
the complete listing’s finished by fall 
we'll try to reprint it here. 

While we’re busy informing the pub- 
lic, we'll also try to put together a Deja 
Voodoo guide to Montreal, especially 
clubs out-of-town bands can play in. 
So you can all stop phoning me and 
charging the calls to stolen credit cards. 
You know who you are. 


ONY+GERARD 


OG 1S MONTREAL'S NON-POP MUSIC 
ABEL SPECIALIZING IN con 
FOGT: ROAD GORE: THE § 
TOO MUCH” , TERRY TERRY & THE SONS Of 
ARC MESTRA. 13, -SONG, PUNK-GISPEL-19 
iR LP OL = "100 COOL TO LIVE,T00 SfAR Td DIE, 
DETA VOOD00. 8-SONG MINI-ALBDM ON MIDNIGHT, 
DISTRIBUTED IN CANADA, B OG. $b. | 
Dab: WRAP AROUND COOLS TERMINAL SUNGLASSES. (MR 


\4-SONG RVANT- GARAGE WIGDUT LP, FEATURING 
OVER WG MINUTES DF PSYCH. 


105: FERTDRING:THE ASEXVALS” TE ASE 
U-SONG POP-HARDCORE Ef. #3. 


AL KUM 
0G3:"FROM MONTREAL ee 
UNGLASSES CONDI 
TERMINAL SUN slong 


00. 7-SONG, COMP! ; : 
TG) -DIRTIBUSINESS” CONDITION. 7-S0NG | 
REAM PRIMITIVE SWING CASSETTE. %5. | 
QGl: GUMBO OETA YOOOON. (#-50NG 


CASSETTE- NONE DF THE SAME SONGS A'S ON 
“TEMETERY" OR "TOD CooL . $5. 


DETA VOODON Pins‘ BLACK ON WHITE. $|. | 


SEND CHEQUE OR MONEY ORDER TO- 


SAY: 


STAY COOL = 


- 


MUSIC 
BOX 182, STATION F 
MONTREAL, QUEBEC 
H3y 2LI CANADA 
WE PAY POSTAGE BN ALL CANADION AND 
AMERICAN ORDERS. DEALERS WELCOME. 
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